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oh I triumph of art, for the first time in my life I achieved
a simile, and the evening breeze came sounding in his ear
soft as a lover's sigh !

This last master-touch was too much for me. Breathless,
and indeed exhausted, I read over the chapter. I could
scarcely believe its existence possible. I rushed into the
park, and hurried to some solitude where, undisturbed by
the sight of a human being, I could enjoy my intense
existence.

I was so agitated, I was in such a tumult of felicity, that
for the rest of the day I could not even think. I could not
find even time to determine on my hero's name, or to ascer-
tain the reason for which I had brought him to such a
wild scene, and placed him in such exceedingly uncomfort-
able lodgings. The next morning I had recovered ray
self-possession. Calm and critical, I reviewed the warm
product of my brain which had the preceding day so fasci-
nated me. It appeared to me that it had never been my
unfortunate fate to read more crude, rugged, silly stuff in
the whole course of my experience. The description of
costume, which I had considered so perfect, sounded like
a catalogue of old clothes. As for the supper, it was
evident that so lifeless a personage could never have an
appetite. What he opened the window for I know not;
but certainly, if only to look at the moon he must have
been disappointed, for in spite of all my asseverations, it was
very dim indeed; and as for the lover's sigh, at the same
time so tame and so forced, it was absolutely sickening.

I threw away the wretched effusion; the beautiful ink-
stand, the cream-coloured paper, the fine pens, away they
were all crammed in a drawer, which I was ever after
ashamed to open. I looked out of the window, and saw the
huntsman going out. I called to him, and joined him. I
hated field-sports, indeed every bodily exertion, except
riding, which is scarcely one; but now anything that